CHAPTER XVI

ON the whole he was a man of equable temperament and he gave me
the impression when he lost his temper that it was premeditated.
Discipline was part and parcel of his nature and every gesture studied,
probably with the help of a mirror. I remember once surprising a politician
while he was practising a speech which he was to deliver at a large
gathering, before a full-length mirror, and being produced by a specialist
in gesture and enunciation. G.B.S. lived even in his most secret moments
as if the whole world were watching. Or did he have, like other great
men, a haunting spirit to keep him up to the mark?
One Sunday when I had just returned from a Friends' meeting, he
and I talked about the Quaker faith. He said that he was a Quaker by
temperament but not by faith. He could not define his faith and did not
want to, but the accepted mythologies did not appeal to him. He said:
"What an amazing tide for a religious organization:,Friends! That
in itself was a stroke of genius. I believe in the discipline of silence and
could talk for hours about it. There is nothing more impressive than
spontaneous prayer because it involves long and arduous preparation.
I have always given my speeches an air of spontaneity and in that way
achieved something of a reputation as a wit, but I was an actor saying
his lines like any other Quaker. How well the words of the scriptures
sound when uttered spontaneously by a Friend and how well my words
will sound when, in the near future, they will be uttered in every place
of worship. I am all out for healing through art and the Quakers, by
denying these things, deny the very essence of religion. There is as much
healing power in a Beethoven sonata or a painting by Constable as in
the excerpts from the Bible. I have always agreed with Samuel Butler
that we need soul doctors, or, as he called them, straighteners. I have
always found that the best healers were the artists."
I could not refrain from smiling at the memory of an acquaintance,
who, having similar views, painted her small sitting-room, as a book on
colour told her, each wall a different colour to suit her moods. She would
sit facing the wall with the appropriate colour and was thus uplifted.
She happened to be a neurotic woman and her illness did not improve,
but she had for a while all the satisfaction of knowing that her semi-
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